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JUNE

Ix June I give you a close-wooded fell,

With crowns of thicket coiled about its head,

With thirty villas twelve times turreted,
All girdling round a little citadel:
And in the midst a springhead and fair well

With thousand conduits branched and shining speed.

Wounding the garden and the tender mead.
Yet to the freshened grass acceptable.
And lemons, citrons, dates, and oranges,

And all the fruits whose savour Is most rare,
Shall shine within the shadow of your trees ;

And every one shall be a lover there :
Until your life, so filled with courtesies,

Throughout the world be counted debonair.

JULY

FOR July, in Siena, by the willow-tree,
I give you barrels of white Tuscan wine
In ice far down your cellars stored supine;

And morn and eve to eat in company

Of those vast jellies dear to you and me;
Of partridges and youngling pheasants sweet,
Boiled capons, sovereign kids : and let their treat

Be veal and garlic, with whom these agree.

Let time slip by, till by-and-by, all day;
And never swelter through the heat at all,

But move at ease at home, sound, cool, and gay ;
And wear sweet-coloured robes that lightly fall;

And keep your tables set in fresh array;,
Not coaxing spleen to be your seneschal.